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The rest one left behind* There was so much around:
classics, political science, law, medicine, music, litera-
ture, art, science, history, both ancient and contempo-
rary. How much of it could one man take?
Undergraduate Oxford had a few inhibitions. Its
youth was one of them. It adopted a defensive attitude
to age and its shibboleths. Youth sat back in critical
judgment over many senior men. It applauded with re-
serve and condescension. Often it was barely polite.
Oxford had a delightful grown-up pose.
Oxford gave me convictions of my own. They were
not always correct. I changed them when I found I was
wrong, for the basic law of life is to change. I learned
from Oxford because I was willing to learn. I steeped
myself in English undergraduate life without ever los-
ing my identity, I went to the Oxford Union, xvhich
was the undergraduate debating society unlike any other
in the world, but I also went to the Indian Majlis
where the Indians debated, though not so seriously.
I heard the great men of our time who visited the
university. I heard George Lansbury, the Grand Old
Man of the British Labor Party. I heard Duff Cooper,
the blue-eyed, blue-blooded Tory, who later became the
British ambassador to France. I heard Churchill in the
days of his unpopularity. I heard Lloyd George, Ches-
terton and many others. I also heard Gandhi.
I was proud to be an Indian the day Gandhi came to
Oxford. The hall in which he spoke to us was full.
When he walked in, the assembly got up as a mark of
respect. It kept standing till Gandhi sat down. I had
never seen it happen in Oxford before. I never saw it
happen again.
At Oxford I had one great ambition. It was to be-
come president of the Union. No Indian had ever been